50               THE LADY ARRIA
Of the gloating eyes of that shameless- crew Made him quiver in every limb.
At once from her husband's shaking hand The Lady Arria snatched the brand. With an awful light her eyes were fired, As forth she stood like a sybil inspired. "With head held high and lips compressed, She struck swift and strong her tender breast. Then drawing forth the reeking blade, She gave it her husband, and fainting, said, While the flowing stream her life did drain, " Take it, my Marcus !    It does not pain." *
* " Poete, turn doUt."